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sas during these hours when she faces an ordeal
the like of which she has never known through
the centuries of her history. Outside the win-
dows of our lonely house, the Thames from
Westminster to Putney coils like a shining ser-
pent basking in sunshine. At night the stars, so
clearly visible in the black-out, appear as a
million diamonds scattered upon a cushion of
deep blue velvet. When I go to spend a few
days with a friend at her little Queen. Anne
house in an old Kensington square, the borders
and circular beds in the public garden are aflame
with dahlias and geraniums which rival, with
their orange and scarlet, the fires that light the
midnight sky after the fall of incendiary bombs.
It is as though the old city were consciously
putting on her loveliest aspect in order to ask
her citizens to endure for her sake.

On the afternoon of the first Saturday in
September, I am invited to attend a confer-
ence in Oxford Street. Going home, I decide
to walk through the Park from Marble Arch
tq Hyde Park Corner, and cannot understand
why the Saturday crowd is gathered in little
expectant groups outside the huts and shelters.
Suddenly, as I emerge from the gateway opposite
St. George's Hospital, London is shaken by the
roar of guns, and, looking up, I see twelve
Nazi aeroplanes almost above us with puffs
of shrapnel bursting around them.